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But the tranquil beauty of a smiling landscape
worthy of Claude's brush was violated here by a
welter of misshapen forms, of humanity at its foulest
and most monstrous. My first reaction was one of
infinite pity. Driving the tonga along the precinct
of the lepers' bathing-ghat, I was held up for a
moment by the traffic. As I scanned the road
ahead, looking for the cause of the obstruction, I
felt a flutter of furtive little taps on my left arm.
Glancing round, I saw level with my eyes, only an
inch or two away, a flabby pink-and-white knob,
the arm, or what was left of it—a bulbous stump—
of a leper woman who was tapping me on the elbow,
soliciting my charity. Beside her was another
beggar, a blind man, waving under my eyes two
arms that ended at the wrist. Inarticulate sounds
bubbled from his lipless mouth. And now an
obscene crowd surged in upon us, a jostling, seeth-
ing mass of lepers, flaunting armless torsos, fleshless
hips, breasts gnarled and pitted by disease ; all of
them panting, snarling, emitting bestial grunts
through ravaged nostrils.
My pity had given place to loathing. Now an
unspeakable horror gripped me by the throat; my
breath came in gasps, I felt like vomiting. All I
knew was fear, panic fear, a frenzied impulse to
escape this nightmare world of nameless terror.
Whipping up my horse, I jerked him outside the
hideous circle and only reined him in when we were
well away from the town. With a trembling hand
I wiped the sweat from my forehead, and in doing
so discovered that despite the great heat (the sun
was already high) and my brief panic—now it was
past I could afford to smile at it—my skin was icy
cold.
I took for an hotel, or something of the kind, the

